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“Yhe Fighting Hope”
Wins Qat

' ,a- "1 p . h H
in e Llev:onth Hour,
1 CHrH~ARLES DARNTON ‘
~ o owe mst pive Mro Helasco the decision, Although ““The Fight-
( ) y med s slim for an act or more at the Stuyvesant Thea-
~./ “heo leoarew fnto ooane situation at least before the second cut'-l
tein vhen, davoloning ected strength, finally won out in the
eir a genulnely human note. ’
Vot itiiing but a serles of tedlous explanations that be- !
tr AMA nnd of Willlam J, Hurlbut, and It stretched the long
Q! £t { cvery muscle ached. Even Burton Templa's home at
(ol vag in * the prison whera Robert Granger was serving ‘‘time”
for chioh T v was supposed to have committed. The simple geog-
r nf i ¢ owas arranged with a view to what might be sald and thought
wion ing racters hag »xv-nul to walk to the window, And Granger's
w ) cme of the President of the Gotham Trust Company
T o~ “ 7 in the guise of Mlss Dale, secretary,
V. BN wnsn't altogether n stranger. The {rritat- |
/ ing old housekeeper welcomed her as a

dear friend of other days. Temple, too,

/ was sure he had seen her somewhere,
/// e $ while she recognized hl;n as the Ideal
] ——ﬁ\," man of her office bullding past, This
['l (’T‘:’j =z Iﬁ ‘ is Indeed a small world when there are
%\ Sowes e {j // only five characters in a three-act play,
M\ { And what {s home without a thief in

\ / Y\W‘)J } these stage days? We have only to re-
" l‘ call Bernstein's parlor melodrama and

— the hard-up tale of a Harlem flat to

realize what a thlef Is worth to the

L) playwright. Mr. Hurlbut has added a

1 Y } prison cell, but he has been young-fash-

ih il LY foned enough to put it out of sight, If
5,‘ Y not out of mind,

R} ‘ Just as the play seemed to be con-

\ - structed from without, so Miss Blanche

Bates's acting of the true wife and un-

truthful secretary was purely external |

for a large part of last evening. The

fault, however, was not hers. Ag Miss |

Dale she was there to discover evidence

of Granger's Innocence and Temple's
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P HEY are
T trying

to fright-

en us agaln,'' de-
clared the Widow,

the |lttle cornar
table In the Astor |
grill-room,

“Who (s trying
to frighten you?"
demanded the
Bachelor as
helpad the walter
dlsposs of a pur-
ple parasol, a gilt
chatelains, a shopping bag, & lace coat,

"

“The—the authorities and things,'" ex- |
plained the Widow, ‘‘They are talking

a bunch of vinlats and a feather boa. |
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he Wld@W By Helen Rowland

taking & seat n”du.:snt take the prizes;

[

he | Bachelor promptly.
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born with the knack,
Providence as unaccountable and In-
explicable as a stralght nosa or a good
constitution. It's one of the things In
which brains don't count and theory
md all you
nead {s—er—a littla practice''——
“And If you're horn with the knack,”
rﬁ‘ninﬂd the widow, glancing up slde-
| wise under her hat, “you can't help
practising—I supposa,

“You ought to know," ratorted the
"Hnl {f you aren't

born with the knack,” he continued
hurriedly, ‘“you can read Laura Jean
L!bhey and the Duchess and al] the
‘Guldes to Lovemaking' that ever were
| printed without learning how teo be-
gin'' e

‘“There isn't any rellable
it,”” explained the Widow, “and you can

of establishing a 'Course of Courtship’ |oniy tell whether or not you have done

in the pubiie schools. Just fancy throw-
ing cold water on the divine fire like |
that!" and she waved her fork dra-|
matleally. [

“Dreadful!” agreed the Bachelor,
“But 1 don't think you need
about {t, Love-making, llke poetry,
{nstinet, and lovers, llke poets, grow
wild; they can’'t be cultlvated. Court-
Ing s like cooking. You've got to be

8 an |

It properly by the way (t turns out.”
“And the oftener you try it the better

you do it,"”" appended the Bachelor,
“And the less A man knows about let-

ters,” continued the Widow, “the more

bother 'he seems to know about women; the

lese Intelligence and character he has,
the more he appears to get of feminine
adoration.”

*'Oh,

It's a gift of

|

recipea for |

’ X
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oyster thoughtfully—'‘the less a woman
knawa about tha ologles, the more she
4eems to know about using her eyes
and talking nonsense, the fewer talents
she has, the better husband she gets.
Put [ thought,' he added, “that teach-
Ing men and women to understand one
(nother was to be a ragular part of the
new curriculum.”

“That's the saddest and-funniest part
of 1"

How can It bs sad and funny at the
same time?" demanded the Bachelor,

“Don't you sea,'" explained the Widow,
laving down her oyster fork, ‘““how sad
It will be for the man and how funny
it will be for the other people?—when
1» wakes up?'’

“When he—what?"

“Discovers how lttle ha knows,"” ex-
plained the Widow. "No man ever finds
ot now little he knows about women
until he has married one of tham, There
re juet as many kinds of women as
there are kinds of weather'' —

“Or Yale locks,” put in the Bachalor,
‘and every one of them ls a dlfferent

combination. But," he continued,
“there ought to be some general
rules’' —

“There are,”" agreed the Widow, ‘‘just

| a8 there are four seasons, but you've
well"—the Bachelor stabbed an | got to have lived through the seasons

DISCUSSES LOVE-MAKING
N X N
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hafora vou can understand them, and
to have llved with a woman before you
can tell what-what's coming next. ,\\

Hottentot can read a description of a |
snow  storm without knowing how It
feels, and & man can read all that ever
was written about women and not know
enough to avold asking hls wife a ques-
tlon when her mouth is full of pins!"

“And a girl," broke In the Bachslor,
“ean read all that ever was written
about men and not know enough to
avold hanging her hushand's coat and
vest upside down so that the things fall
out of the pockets,”

“Yes," finished the Widow emphaticel-
ly, "one week of actual practice In love-
making or matrimony s better than all
the theorfes that could be Invented by
the most eminent hoard of education
that ever exlsted,— Why, what are
you doing, Mr. Travers.'

“Practising,” returned the Bachelor,
boldly holding tight to the Widow's
hand under the table, '“T'he oftener you
try it, you know'—

“Anything more, alr?"

interrupted the
walter, suddenly looming beslda the
table.

“There!" exclalmed the Widow, anatch-
fng her hand away with flaming cheeks.
“He saw us,"”

“And he'll never believs,'" slghad the
Bachelor pathetically, “that {t was enly
a physlologlcal demonstration of a psy-
chological theory!"

The Million Dollar Kid

By R. W.Taylor

ISN'T HE
CUTE ?

gullt, and as evidence of any sort was
a long time in turning up, she could only
walt and click out her emotions on the
typewriter. At first she seemed little

John W. Cope as Marshfield Craven.

more than a stenographic copy of a
heroine. Sympathetle though you were, you could scarcely share her heartfelt
Jnterest in her children. If it be true that children shou!d be seen and not
heard, it is equally true that a great deal too much was heard about them last
night.

Your Imagination soon tired of the children. It was a rellef to forget the

mother and study the secretary, who came to work In hipless brown satin, and
moved about with a kimono walk that recalled “The Darling of the Gods."
Meanwhile Miss Bates was acting against time. She, llke the rest of us, had
to walt for something to happen. The play was as slender as herself, but it
was by no means -cut, 8o high-strung. Miss Bates's face twitched with
emotions that weren't ready for delivery, Doubts, fears, hopes were fighting
within her. You saw her bite her lips to keep 'em down. And then you heard
her dall “Mister T-e-m-p-1-e”" as coyly as “The GIrl of the Golden West'" might
have done, and somehow or other the two-and-two of her characterization dldrn'(
make four. In other words, any big, simple expreasioh was lost In a hundred
and one fluttering, meaningless trivialities. But the moment of storm and stress
was to come, and Miss Bates was to make it burn with & white heat. \

Usually a Belasco herolne pounds a door when worst comes to worst, but
this one pounded her husband. And Robert Granger de-er\od a beating if ever
a stage cur dld. Miss Bates saved her strongth ¢ a
part of 1t was exhausted when the woman found a letter in whkh her husband
revealed the fact that it wes he who had over-certifled a check that brought
about the fallure of the CGlotham Trust Company. Like the brash young woman
in “The Lion and the Mouse,'" she had entered the employ of the rich man of
influcnce to spy upon him ‘
that he was innocent, and tha. her husband was gullty, The letter would clear
away the cloud of accusation over Temple's head, and save him from prison. |
But it would put the nerla‘t ing brand on her husband, the father of her chil- |
dren. This last Miss Bates told by a broken cry In the throat that was more
effect!ve than her first heroles. And so the woman took from the safe the letter
over which Temple was already hysterical with joy, and burned ft, |

Sardou would have struck fire with this clash of right and wrong, this |
woman who &tood between two men at a critical moment. But only a spark |
flew over the footilghts. In fact,the scene almost missed fire,

But at any rate, the play hafl arrived at something, and with the caming of |
the husband, wrappsd in an overcoat and the lle that he had been pardoned, it |
proceeded to make up for lost time. The coward's overtures to his wife when
he learned that she knew of his guilt and might testity against him were bad'
emough, but the charge that she waa living with Temple and that he would brlnx
this out at the trial was almost beyond human endurance, even with the foot- |
lights to keep off the mob It was a rellef to see Miss Bates's clenched flst.-.f
descend upon him,

Buj that was not all. Through another letter that was dictated to the secre-
tary she learned that he had gtolen not for her, but for another woman whom

20 clear

emall |

Only

he had been supporting, The audlence halled the Tenderloin allusions as true
comedy. But a pollee whistle put a stop to any further revelations, and after
the wife had enabled the fugitive to escape through & window a pistol shot an-
nounced that an e I had been put to him. ’

Miss Bates flashed out brillianty in the last act, and Mr. Howell Hanse! |

played the despicable Granger so well that you could forgive him only aher’
leaving the theatre, Mr. Charles Richman made Templa entirely tmstworthy!
though a trifle hysterical, and Mr. John W. Cope, as confidential adviser, did|
his best to save him from matrimony and imprisonment. As Temple's !nter!or-
ing housekeeper, Miss Loretta Wells dld all that could be expected of her, but
the character needs reforming. Its Plymouth Rock consclence s not consistent. |

“The Fighting Hope" {s so well acted and it puts up such a good fight |
toward the end that {t easily mms rank as the strongest play of the season. In|
fact, it gets a trifle too "strong.’ l

And after she knew he loved her the dlscovery came |

You LOOK $0

‘'LL Go OuT

HANDSOME N AND SHOOT

HUNTING CLOTHES

A DEER, NOW,

A NUNTER ALWAYS
MAKES A HIT WITH
THE QIRLS ! THIS
15 A CINCH)

Vi

AH! WATCH ME
GET HIM!

cee' ) wisH
BREKER CoulD

OH You CRUEL
HEARTLESS WRETCH!

AND You SHOT
THAT POOR
LITWE DEER?

THERE You ARE !
I ToLd vou 1

WAS A CREAT

WE'LL NEVER
SPEAK TO HIM

HUM! MM SORRY
1 SKOT WIM

By Martin (reen,

The Steam

Giann®

Drill Man.

PON a ridge of grit and rock,
‘Where Nature's forces worked and died,

Tle city’s growth

spreads, blook by bloak,

*=g:od and greed race ride by sida,
The skyline changes day by day,

And men, aspiring, seam to sweep
Superne! force from out thelr way,

But, to build high, they must digdeepl

A quivering tripod set in

stime,

Throbbing with force from a distant pumpg

A hiss of alr, & wealth of
A creak of cars, bound for

grime,
the dump,

A rat-a-tat of steel on stons,

A grinding, screaming, pounding smash,
A fog of steam, an exhaust groan,

A steady, nerve exciting crash.

The steam drill man puts

{n his biast

And sets his wires and waves his hand;
The dirt-stained Ginnles fles, aghast-—
It {8 his time to take command.

Up from the dynamite scarred hole
They swarm {n mud-bedaubed

The steam drill man, he takes a stro
To watch things from across the wamr
(Huseppe In the crowded street '
His red flag waves, with strident shouts
“Hey! Back-a up, you! Make a beat!

Da blas! She comae!

Bo-o-om!

Ho-ey!

Look-a outt™

Tho ekyline changes day dy dayg
The steam drill man plays his big part;
The towers that brush the clouds away
Depend on him to get thelr start

Observations.

1

I

5

T makes the duhwny guard sore to hear you say: “Running a little slow
this morning because there is a fog in the Subway, eh? Ha, ha, hawt*
It makes the bartender sore to hear you say: “Gee, you ought to be

strong in the armsa and back from shaking drinks all the time.”

It makes the street-car conductor sore to hear you say:

“I'd rather give

this nickel to you, but I suppose I am giving it to the company.”

What makes you sore when you hear {t, gentls reader?

(P. 8.—Answers reading “Your stuff in The Hvening World,” or sim-
{larly, will not be considered, becauss we beat you to {t.)
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BAP YRAR
L P r o posals

are flatter-
ing, but remem-
ber the old poem
about needles and
pins. If it begins
to look Uke a
mate In  three
moves, upset the
board.

Marriage s @&
lottery—a lot o'
r ¢ 8 p o nsibility.
U Baohelorhood,
however, seems to be & rain chetk.

Let a girl know you feel jlited and she
{s often your keenest sympathizer, To
a wholesome, intelligent woman there
is nothing like rubbing it in,

Save your oxtnv:'snou for “atfter-
wards;” the pace is Kkilling for the
more dirigible angela

Never stoop to count her flllings when
she is yawning; it's time to go. Court
plaster's no sign of a bite; there's a
rule: A little plaster for the complex-
lon's sake,

n'ﬂnomdo;mwm&uto
Mght halrpins and sidecombs from sofa
crevices.

The wiser the m-m the simpler the
trick and the harder the fall.

Advice to Raw Youths.

By Hiram Hall,
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‘When & girl swears she.could dle eat-
fng chocolate sodas It is timely to ad-
vise abstemiousness.

Twioe told tales of lovesare worse than
fresh candy {n an old bax.

A friend in weeds is.often a friend
with needs

When & airl amiles before you've fin-
fshed a jolce sometimes she's only won-
dering If she left anv powder on her
nose.

Pet namey are all very well, but it'e
best to exhaust the Frenoh and Ger-
man and use up some of the plantationm
conveniences before beginning on the
straight New Yerk.

It only suggests, anyway, that’' hes
right name {s monotonous. Think how
you would Iltke to have some sport
start oalling your mother Jake oesBilly

In advertising for a Wwife always
stipulate as fellows: Bride to furnish
minister, canopy and flower giria. Then
sign yourself T. Beaumont Vanderquiff,
or the like. It's nice te have the trime

mings tally with the general oslog
sohemae.

uman&m-ﬂ—ymd!u'-m

tng any longer, have another dateg
don't say yeu're {ll

>
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A ’Revelatton of
_New york K) oc:ety

(Copyrignt, 107, by Robert W. Chambers.)
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“S8o you send me away?"’

“‘Send you''— She hesitated, delight-
fully confused In the reversal of roles—
not quite convinced of this new power
which, of [tself, had seemed to Invest

BYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.

Capt. Philip Selwyn, of an old New York
family. has resigned from the army because

his wite, Ailxe, dlyorced him to marry Jack | her with authority over man. ‘‘Yes,"

Ruthven, a cotllion leader. Returning to she sald, "I must send you away.” And
New York, Selwyn frequently meets the ' |
Ruthvena, Alixe stlll ssctetly loves Hi. her heart beat a little faster in her

uncertainty as to his obedlence—then|
leaped in trilumph as he rose with a
reluctance perfectly visible.

“To-morrow,” she sald, “I am to
drive for the first time. In the evening
I inay be permitted to go to the Grays'
mid-Lent dance—but not to dance much.
Wil you be thers? Didn't they ask
you? I shall tell Suddy Gray what I
think of him—I don't care whether it's
for the younger sat or not! Goodness
me, aren't you as young as anybody!
Well then! Bo we won't see each
other to-morrow. And the day after
that—oh, I wish I had my engagement
list. Never mind, I will telephone you
when I'm to be at home—or wheraver
I'm going to be. But it won't bs any-
where in particular, becaiuse it's Lent,
of course. Good night, Captain Selwyn;
you've been very sweet to me, and I've |
enjoyed every single instant."

When he had gone, she rose, a trifle
excited ™ the glow of abstract happl-
ness, and walkdd erratically about,
smiling to herself, touching and rear-
ranging objects that caught her atten-
tion. Then an innocent Instinet led her
to the mirror, where she stood a mo-
ment looking back into the lovely re-
flected face with Its disordered halr.

Ruthven Is luring young Gerald Erroll to
gamble at his house. Belwyn begs Alixe to
prevent this. for the sake of Gerald's sister,
Elleen. Elleen s the ward of Selwyn's
brother-in-law,  Austin  Gerard, Gerald,
Againat Selwyn's advice, has been losing
heavily gambling at Ruthven's house, Sel-
wyr worried over a doubtful land deal (pro-
0y Neergard, his business partner)
goes to the homne of his slater, Nina Gerard,
where he and Lansing, his chum (known as
. dine with Elleen and the Gerard
ohfldren, Elleen persuades Selwyn to out-
#tay the others, for a chat with her,

CHAPTER 1IV.

(Continued.)

Mid-Lent,

Thelr light-hearted laughter mingled

delightfully—fresh, free, uncontrolled,
peal after peal. She sat huddled up
like a schoolgirl, lovely head thrown
back, her white hands oclasping her
knees; he, both feet squarely on the
floor, leaned forward, his laughter
echoing hers.

“What nonsense! What blessed non-
sense you and I are talking!" she sald,
but It hag made me quite haypy.
Now you may go to gour club and
your mysterious man-talk'——

' “1 don't want to"— “After all,” she sald, “I'm net as
, "Oh, but you must!"—she was now aged as 1 pretended. I wonder if he
dismissing him—'"because, although 1I|is laughing at me now., But he was

am convaelescent, I am a little tired,

very, very nice to me—wherevar he has
gone In quest of that pol time' and
0 WAk Ris SAcials 0 BARAY MER e

e —

In a reverie she stood at the mirror
considering her own flushed cheeks and
brilliant eyes.

“What a ouriously interesting man he
s, she murmured naively. "I shall
telephone him that I am not going to
that mi-careme dance. Besldes, Suddy
Gray is a bore with the martyred smile
he's been cultivating, As though &
happy girl would dream of marrying
anybody with all life before her to
learn |mportant things in! And that
dreadful downy Bcott Innis—trying to
make me listen to him!—until T was

ashamed to be allve! And Bradley
Harmon—ugh!—and oh, that mushy
widower, Percy Draymore, who got

hold of my arm before I dream

She shuddered and turned back into
|the room, frowning and counting her
|slow steps across the floor.

“After all,”” she sald, "their silliness
may be thelr greatest mystery—but |
don't Include Capt. S8elwyn,'" she added
loyally: “he is far too Intelligent to be
Ilke other men."”

Yet, like other men, at that very mo-
ment Capt. Selwyn was playing the
flzzing contents of a siphon upon the
fced ingredients of a tall, thin glass
which stood on a table In the Lenox
Club.

The governors’ room belng deserted
except by himself and Mr. Lansing, he
continued the animated explanation of
his delay In arriving.

“8o 1 stayed,"” he sald to Boots with
an enthustasm quite boylsh, “and I had

ments. [ never half appreciated her—

0 L

a perfectly bully time. She's just as |
olever as she can be—atartling at mo-|

she formerly appealed to me In a dIf-
ferent way-a young girl knooking lt‘ I've been doing the benevolent prig, be-
We door of e werld, and B0 MALBel ' MOWing sdlely WOR ber &3 & g Wowde and the wind la e ey !

v father to open for her and show her; doles out Ind!gestlmo stuff to a kid,

the gimecracks and the freaks and the
side shows.

Do you know, Boots, that

some day that girl Is going to marry |

somebody, and it worries me, knowing
men as I do—unless you should think |
ot

"Great James!" faltered Mr. Lansing,

using a sort of xullty discrimination
in the distribution.'
“What on earth is all this?' de-

. manded Lansing. '‘Are you perhap- non
| compos, dear friend?”

“I'm trying to tell you and explain
to myself that little Miss Erroll Is &

“are you turning into a schatschen? ‘mre and profoundly Interesting specl-
Are you planning to waddle through |yen of 4 genus not usually too amus-

the world making matches for your
friends? If you ers, I'm quitting you
right here."

“It's only because you are the de-

centest man [ happen to know,"” sald
Selwyn, resentfully. ‘‘Probably she'd
turn you down, any way. But'— and

he brightened up, “1 dare say she'll
choose the best to bs had; It's a pity
though''——

“What's a pity?”

“That a charming, Intellectual, sen-
sitive, Innocent girl like that should
he turned over to a plain lump of a
man."

“When you've finished your eulogy
on our aex,” sald Lansing, '"I'l walk
homa with you"

“Come on, then; T can talk while I
walk; did you think I couldn't?’

And as they struck through the first
cross strest toward Lexington awenue:
“It's a privilege for g fellow to know
that sort of a girl-s0 many surprises
in her—the charmingly unexpeoted and
unsuspeoted |—the pretty flashes of wit,
the nalve egotlam which ls as amusing
as It 1s harmiess, I had no |dea how
complex she Is. If you think you have
the simple feminine on you hanas,
forget (t, Boota!—for she's as evanes-
cent as a hello-flash and as stunningly
luminous as a seamilight. AnA here

| Lansing had not sesn

ing,”" he repMed with growing enthusi-
asm. "Of cours: Holly Erroll was her
father, and that accounts for some-
thing; and her mother seema to have
been a wit as

| helps you to understand; but the brill-

result—aged nineteeen,

proportion;
L I

lancy of the
mind you-—ls out of all
cause and effect do not balance.
Why, Boots, an ordinary man—I mean
an everyday fellow who dines and

|

oll as a beauty—which |nOw."

dances and does the harmlessly usual |

about town, dwindles to anaemic in-
significance when oompared to that
young girl—-even now when she's prac-
tically undevelopsd—when her Intelll-
gence I8 like an unout gem still in the
matrix of Inexperience''—

"Help!" sald Boots feebly, attempt-
Ing to bolt; but Selwyn hooked arms
with him, laughing excitedly, In fact
his friend In
such excellent spirits for many, many
nonths; and it made him exceedingly
iight-hearted, so that he presently bhe-
gan to chant the old service canticle:

have another, he's just as bad,
@ almost drives me crasy”

And arm in arm they swung Into the
dark avenue, singing "“Barney Riley” In
resonant undertones, whils overhead the
ahilly Nttle western stars looked down
through pallld convolutions of moving

- THE YOUNGER SET --

avenue grew keener on the street cor-
ners.

‘““‘Cooler, followed by
served Boots In disgust. “Ugh; it's the
limit, this nipping, howling hemi-
sphere.” And he turnod up hh over-
coat collar,

“I prefer It to a h«mhphm that
smells llke s cheap joss-stiok,' sald
Selwyn,

“After all, they're about allke,” re-
torted Boots—''‘even to the ladrones of
Broadstreet and the dattos of Wall,
¢ ¢ ¢ And here's our bally bungalow
ha added, fumbling for his keys
and whistling “‘taps” under his breath.

As the two men entered and started
to ascend the stairs a door on the par-
lor floor opened and their landlady ap-
peared, enveloped in a solled orimson
kimono and a false front which had
sllpped sldeways.

“There's the Sultana,” whispered Lan-
sing, "and she's making sign-language
at you, Wig-wag her, Phil. Oh!—good
avening, Mrs. Greeve, did you wish te
speak to ma? Oh!-—to Capt. Selwyn. |

“It you pleasa’ sald Mrs. Greeve,
ominously, so Lansing ocontinued up-|
ward Selwyn descended Mrs. Greeve
waved him Into the lcy parlor, where
he presently found her stralghtening
her “front” with work-wom fingers.

Captain Selwyn, I deemed It my duty
to set up in order to inform you of cer-
taln special doin's’ she sald, haughtily. |

“What 'doings’?"’ he Inquired. |

“Mr, Erroll's, eir. Last night he evi-|
tentially found diMeulty with the stalrs
and [ seen hlmr asleep on the parlor!
sofa when I come down to answer the
rd! a-smokn' a cigar that wasn't
111, with his feet on the angelus "

“U'ms vely, very sorry, Mra Greave, '

olearing,” ob-

man,

| body,” she sald;

.

By Robert

he sald—"and so i Mr. Errold, He and
I had a Itttle talk to-day, and I am
sure that he will be more careful here-
after.”

““There s cigar hodes burned into the

carpet,’’ insisted Mre. Gresve, “and a
mercy we wasn't all insinuated in our
beds; one window-pane broken and the
§4s8 a blue an’' whistlin' streak with the
curtins blowin' into it an' a strange
cAt on to that satin dosy-do.”

“All of which,” sald Salwyn, *Mr
Brroll will make every possibls amends
for. He ls very young, Mrs. Greeve,
and very much ashamed. I am sure, Bo
pleass don't make it too hard for him.”

She stood, MNttle slippered feet plantad
sturdily In ths first position In danc-
ing, fat, bare arms protruding from the
kiknono, her work-stained fingers linksd
together In front of her. With a solled
thumbd she turned a ring on her third
finger,

“I ain't a-goin’ to be mean to no-
“‘my gentlemen !s al-

ways refined, even {f they do sometimes

forget thelrselves when young and
| sporty. Mr, Brroll Is now a-bed, sir,
and asleap Hke a cherub, ica havin'

been served threa times with tows
extra. Would you be good enough t
mention the bill to him in the mom
Ing ?—the grocar hein' sniffy.” And
handed the wadled and Inky memoran-
dum of damages to Selwyn, who pock-
eted It with a nod of assurance

1s, |

sha

“There was,'" sha added, fullow'ng
him to the door, "a lady here to see
you twice, leavin' no name Inte:
tions otherwise than business affalrs
of a pressin’' nature'

A-lady?" ha repeated, halting short
on the stalrs.

“Young an' refined, allow!n’ for a

automoblis velk"

Author of ‘‘The Firing Line”’ and “A
Fighting Chance.”

W. Chambers,

She—she aslked for me?™ he repeated,
astonished.

“Yes, sir. She wanted to ses your
rooms. But havin' no orders, Capt. Sels
wyn—although I must say she was that
polith and ladyfke, and,” added Mre.’
QGreeve (rrelevantty, “a art rocker come
for you, too, and another for Mr. Lan-
sing, which T placed In your respective
settin' rooms.”

“Oh,” sald Selwyn,
“it's all right, Mrs. Gresve. The lady
who came I8 my slster, Mrs. Garard;
and whenaver she comes you are to
edmit her whether or not I am here.”

“She said she might come again*
nodded Mrs. Greeve as he mounted the
stajrs; "“am I to show her up any time
she comes?’

“Certalnly—thank you,” he called haok
“and Mr. Gerard, too, !f he calls”

He looked into Boots's room as hea
passed; that gentleman, in bedroom cos«
tume of pscullar exotic gorgeousness,
sa: stuffing a pipe with shag and poring
over A masas of papers pertaining to the
Westohester Alr Liue's property and
proapective developtnents.

laughing in rellef,

‘"Come in, Phil,* he called out, “and
1nok #t the dinky chalr somebody sent
ne!" But Selwyn ghoolk hils head.

“Some Into my rooms when y?u're
ready,” he sa!d, and closed the door
again, amiling and turning away toward
N srters

Ilefore he entered, however, he
walked the length of the ha!l and cau~
tious! tried the handle of Gerald's
foor. It yieldad; ha lightal a matoh
and zaged at the ng y where hs
1 ary peacafully among his plllows,
Tyen, without a sound, he eclossd the

door and withdrew to his apartment.
(To Be Continued.)
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